
Thersites 
 
My sympotic friend Thersites is frequently dragged out to social events by his wife 

Xanthippe and wondered whether the gifted readership of the world's most brilliant organ 

would care to see some of her thank-you letters. I assured him at once that it would. 

Thersites does, after all, move in pretty Olympian circles and has been pre sent at some of 

the more striking social successes of the classical 'season'. He showed me invitation cards to 

Horatius' Bridge Party, Proteus' Fancy Dress Ball (Hercules came as Rambo, of course), 

Atreus' Young Folks' Barbecue, Nero's Boating Party (Bring the Old Folks!), Atthis' 

Masquerade Ball. the Sabine 'Singles' Invitation Dance and many others. 

 

Husband bashing 

 

But when it comes to striking successes, what could be more striking than Clytemestra's 

Welcome-Home Pool-side Gala Night for Agamemnon'? 

 

My Dear Clytey, 

 

What a triumph! And how lovely to see you and dear Agamemnon such a team after such a 

long time (you must both be almost dead with exhaustion). It was an inspired idea to have 

all those lovely bonfires around the estate to show us the way, and as for Agamemnon's 

Grand Entrance up the carpet (so pretty – where did you get it from'?) – quite divine. It was 

obvious to everyone that all those silly little miffs of the past had been entirely forgotten. 

Wonderful news! 

 

By the way, what ever happened to that rather charming au-pair that he so thoughtfully 

brought home for you'? Such a pretty girl, though what a sad face to go with it. I know some 

of these foreign girls do have the most terrible forebodings when they come to a strange 

country for the first time (and she doesnt't speak the lingo very well, does she'?) but you 

were most terribly patient with her. But then you always were the perfect hostess! In such a 

chummy, chatty household (my, hasn't Electra grown up!) she'll soon be flowering like 

everyone else. By the way, how's little Orestes coming on at his new boarding school in 

Phocia? I chatted away for a time with one of his chums there – Pylades, I think his name 

was but he didn't have much to say about anything, actually. No doubt when little Orry gets 

back home he'll be a real ladykiller! 

 

And – congratulations on the food! Your new cook has really worked wonders. When I think 

of some of the perfectly grisly luncheons I have had in that dining-hall when old Atreus was 

going ga-ga – do you remember that pie'? How we shrieked with laughter afterwards! But 



no, you wouldn't too, too young, of course. My only regret is that we didn't stay to the end, 

but you know Thersites cannot stand rowdiness, and when everyone started trooping down 

to the swimming pool and shouting and hitting each other in that playful way, he felt it was 

time to go. Besides, he gets embarrassed about his hump, poor dear. But I thought you 

looked splendid as a sea-nymph with that net and lovely big trident. Such high spirits! What 

a scream it was all obviously going to be! 

 

Love and kisses, 

 

Xanthippe 

 

 

Family affair 

 

Jocasta darling, 

 

Words fail me! What a wonderful occasion to celebrate your marriage to your own dear 

'Puss', as we shall all call him, I'm sure, from now on! And after all that unpleasant 

gossipping too! The fact is that he is an absolute sweetie lovely eyes, so much like yours in 

many ways, and really, one hardly noticed the limp at all. Such wonderful family support, 

too – as if you've known each other for years. And all for someone from as far away as 

Corinth! No-one can accuse you of keeping it in the family, at any rate. It's true you didn't 

hang about much after poor, dear Laius had that tragic hit-and-run accident at the T-

junction (really, how long has the local WI been complaining about the roadsigns at that 

particular spot"), but 'Puss' is so young and, my dear so complex and intelligent and you 

have such an uncanny rapport (is that what they call it'?) ... The only thing that spoiled an 

otherwise perfect day was when that silly old shepherd started to gurgle when the vicar 

asked if there was any just cause or impediment. Really! After all you've been through 

(remember that ghastly oracle business?), one would have thought the lower orders could 

have respected one very intimate, very private, very family occasion. 

 

Love and kisses, 

 

Xanthippe 

 

PS. One da y I shall have to fill in the full, gory details of the perfectly vulgar splash 

Clytemestra threw for her husband. The whole thing obviously went straight to his head 

(plenty of room for it, after all). He entered in the most hideous 'C' registration chariot (no 

van ordinaire that, I can tell you), shrieked that the carpet she had laid out was not grand 

enough for him, brought a perfectly frightful little tart with him whom he tried to fob off as 

the au pair (really! I ask you!) and – well, words fail me. If I was C., I would have fetched him 



a smart one with the rolling-pin well before the night was out. Dishy watchman, though, full 

of the most amusing stories about what C. had been up to while A. was away. Will tell all 

later. X. 

 

Medea events 

 

Dear Glauke, 

 

So kind of you to invite us to your and Jason's wedding, and we did enjoy it immensely. You 

postively glowed in that absolutely charming gown that Medea sent. As for Jason's chums 

from the Rowing Club, well, you know I don't have much time for them, but I thought they 

behaved quite well on the whole, and some of their jokes about the Argonits itching to get 

their hands on the golden fleas were quite acceptable. 

 

I do appreciate what a difficult decision it must have been not to invite HER to the 

festivities, but I'm sure your decision was the right one. It is true that she was always very 

good at bringing the old folks to the boil, but she would come out with those all irritating 

'advanced' views about child-rearing, and what a temper! She would have behaved like an 

absolute witch, I know it. Doubtless she dragooned Jason's children off somewhere or other. 

Poor little things. One thing's for sure – what ever else she's doing to them, she's not killing 

them with kindness. 

 

The Jocasta-Oedipus do was as ghastly as predicted. Really, she's old enough to be his 

mother. I know some men like them mature, but there are limits, for heavens' sake. She said 

she married him for his brains, but in my view you can't beat breeding, and of that he's 

obviously very short. In my view the marriage has all the makings of a real tragedy. 

 

Love and kisses, 

 

Xanthippe 

 

Dido caves in 

 

My dearest Dido, 

 

So sorry not to have written earlier, but Thersites and I had to drag off to the Jason wedding 

over the weekend (such a common name). Irksome little man, no conversation, but at least 

he's married someone sensible after all that juvenile chasing-about with his ghastly chums 

from the Rowing Club and the unfortunate affair with the foreign houri. But whatever else 

you may say about the smouldering Black Sea temptress, she does have an excellent sense 



of humour, sending the ineffably dreary Glauke a wedding-dress made of taffeta-lined 

brocade which she almost melted in, silly thing. 

  

Thersites and I did enjoy the Hunt Picnic, and it was such fun to meet HIM at last, after all I'd 

heard. Yes, he is rather a dreamboat, isn't he? No, I wasn't bored in the least by his most 

graphic re-tellings of his travels around the Mediterranean visiting all those fascinating 

places. Such a pity about the storm cutting it all short, and we were all very worried about 

where you had got to! Thank heavens HE was with you all along. Gosh, how we gossipped 

about it afterwards, but only in fun, of course! 

 

No, I think the re-building of Carthage is coming on spiffingly. Such an imaginative architect! 

You should be very proud of your efforts. But it is such a test of a hostess when her plans are 

interrupted by the sudden arrival of a fleet of sailors, even when one of them is something 

of a cheesecake. And here I really must say something quite important. A dish he may be, 

but he has been around quite a lot, you know, and has probably had all sorts of odd 

experiences, so hold onto yourself, my dear. Yes, I know it's difficult, and his son is a 

sweetie, but, mark my words, when he's had his fun, there'll suddenly be a lot of piffle 

about founding a Mighty Empire over the Waves, the Will of the Powers Above, and 

suddenly you'll wake up one morning to find he's gone. Then where will you be? In the hot 

spot, that's what. Believe me, I've seen it all before (and you've just seen what's become of 

Medea). Besides, for all his amusingly poetic turns of phrase, he can hardly speak the lingo, 

and doesn't know the first thing about town-planning. 

 

Love and kisses 

 

Xanthippe 

 

Who is Thersites? OMNIBUS is unable to give away this fascinating secret. We are, however, 

able to publish this recent picture, smuggled from Greece. 


